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He got up and fetched himself yet another glass of beer,
and as he stood over her before resuming his seat, he became
aware that it wasn't after all at the fate-lines in her palm that
she was looking so intently with lowered eyelids. All she was
doing was passing the tips of the fingers of one hand back-
wards and forwards over the knuckles of the other. "This must
be a nervous trick of hers," he said to himself. "She's just
thinking, and she's shy of looking at me."
As he drank this last glass, his wits, instead of growing more
muddled, suddenly became preternaturally clear.
It seemed to him that never in his life—certainly never with
his dead Mona—had the mystery of a woman's identity held
him under such a spell! As he gazed at her in this ecstatic
trance, all his nerves sensitized and his mind whirling with
vivid thoughts, he decided that it was her muteness, her passive
submissiveness, the fact that she had never once opened her
lips to smile all the hours he had known her, that made her so
wonderful to him.
As for her putting out her tongue at those people, he liked
her the more for it. Over her mute lips with their pitiful ac-
quiescence, over her lowered eyelids, over her thin fingers that
kept up that unceasing nervous movement, hovered, without
troubling him at all, that savage grimace she had made at Mrs.
Urgan when she called her "Grummer." Those words of
hers that morning, "I will make your bed," turned even that
ugly look into something that gave him a grim satisfaction.
"Wizzie," he murmured, leaning towards her with an almost
imploring note in his voice, "don't 'ee think any more about
what that old rascal said! It was all his malice at your going.
He can't hurt us. How can he ? I don't suppose we'll ever
see his face again."
She did lift her hands from her lap now, and she rubbed her
face with them, as if trying to obliterate some nervous tremor.
When she dropped them after this she let them rest helplessly
on the table, and he could not help noticing the difference
between her hands- and Thuella's. Hers were as thin, but
much rougher and less tapering, and if Thuella's had struck
him, when he was with her on the river-path, as living things
with an identity of their own, Wizzie's now lying here looked
even more detached from their owner. They looked as if the
girl might have got up and gone away, leaving them on the table,

